EXTREMES MEET

In his present mood he was as incapable of criticizing sud
ready-made passion as he was of criticizing the ready-
made suit he was still wearing. He caught Queenie tc
him and spluttered forth guttural diminutives. His little
blue-eyed love must wait for him and presently he would
come back for her in the automobile. The horn would
sound three times beneath her window. It would sound
like Siegfried's horn, he spluttered goggling, and she
would find him waiting to carry her away into the wonder
and beauty of the night. Ach> but she could not miss her
song and dance, Queenie declared; the manager of the
Tip Top would never forgive her. Major von Rangel
fumbled in his pockets and produced bank-notes. He was
not the man to expect such a lovely little doll to exist on
kisses. How much did she want ? He was generous. One
desired to be generous in these days of war when at any
moment one might be parted for ever from one's heart

What was it the Englishman had told her to find out,
Queenie was asking herself. The time! The time!
That was what he had wanted so much to know.

"But are you going away to-night?" she asked, and
the exaggerated innocence of her wide eyes did not seem
exaggerated to the fond soldier, who laughed jovially.

" Do not let us talk of going away. We have to-night
for love."

" But if I cannot go on for my song and dance," she
argued, " I must tell the manager. I will go to the
theatre, and perhaps you will come for me there in the
automobile, yes ? "

He frowned.

" Ach> you wish to play me the same trick as you have
played last night."
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